ONE  MAN S   INTHA

turning a somersault or so in the air be-
tween bough and bough, or challenging a
friend in a race to the top of the tree. And
then at lucky moments in the twilight
there were flying squirrels, not flying
truly, but planing, as we would now say,
from a high tree on the upper hillside to
somewhere near the base of a tree far
down. Once, as my mother and I were
being conveyed along a rather lonely road
in a dandy, a sort of canoe-shaped sedan-
chair, a leopard took the road in one
bound from the banked-up hillside above
us, and I was delighted by its grace, un-
aware of the slight element of danger.
Leopards were fairly common on the
outskirts of that "hill station," lurking
about on the chance of picking up a dog,
and it may be, aware that the dogs owned
by Europeans were better nourished than
those to be had far below on the verge of
the incredibly smelly bazaar.
The bazaar itself fascinated me, not as
bazaars fascinate the tourist: so far as a
child might, I knew the meaning of its